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THE BALLAD OF BETTY 

Bleached blonde Betty 

Sitting in front of yesterday’s mirror, 

Combing curlered-out hair, 

Tangled between two worlds of nows and them. 

Prom queen turned cheerleader 
Cheerleader turned mother— 

Blue eyes shot with blood— 

Lost somewhere between that golden crown and 
blue chipped dishes , 

Lies blood-eyed Betty/with greasy Jake, the hign 
school jock, 

Making babies and fried fish dinners, 

Floating in peroxide, drinking Saturday s beer. 

Poor old bleached blonde Betty 
Forgotten, never to be feared, 
letting Jake lick bleached-blonde ears 
while he plays to the tune 
of a greasy motorcycle wrench. 

Jill Gerber 
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Stars are dead before we see them. 
Extinguished by a tear. 

Here today, gone tomorrow, and 
Died in yesteryear. 


Eloise Whitmire 


STAR BRIGHT 

Evening has broken 

With the silence of ten thousand men, 
Who, fighting at the frozen shadows, 
Grow our lights to faded dim. 

Formless hulks of crying people, 

Anxious for the coming dawn. 

Count upon each dying minute 
To break cold muteness into song. 

Scurrying like brown wooded roaches 
Into artificial lights 

Lest caught among the dimming shadows 
They are faced with second sight. 

Sweating lipped winos— 

old, grey-haired, vomited thin; 
Looking over sagging shoulders, 

Wild with fear of being men. 

Star’s brightest, brilliant flashes 
Spitting through the sprackled night, 
Screaming over green-glowed cities, 
Winging over neon lights. 

Some shaking fisted, soul-scarred junkie 
Crying out from Earth’s lit hell 
Makes a wish on dying moments 
Clasps his hopes on stars that fell. 


Jill Gerber 


White sheets on white sheets, and we on the bed 
In wait for the clock in 
and a kiss 

As words fall like raindrops on marble, 
then change. 

and words fall like bricks in mud, 
and we wait only for the clock. 

Susan Roberts 
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DEVIL OR DEMON 

No angel could boast of 
the insanity rampant 
on his trip through 
the stars 

nor could they claim 

such a need of the night 
for the asking was given 
torn from the suffering few 
who knew neither of 
wrongness nor right. 

God Bless the Children 
the night’s coming soon 
and the only hope left 

can be sold or bought new. 

and so came the children 
offering their souls 
on altars of acid 

to gods carved in stone 
searching and lost, screaming for light 
sacrifices of youth 
tearing their minds 
of all that could save them. 

God Bless the Children 
or have you 

gone Blind? 

Jessica Hughes 


George McKinney 
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THE VALUE OF VENETIAN BLINDS 

It happened 

as I woke 

squinting and stretching, 
that the sun 

seemed 

a little crooked 

in the sky. 

Perhaps I thought, 
it was just 

the way 
I was looking 

through the blinds. 

So 1 sat up 
only 

to find 

that not just the sun was crooked 
but 

the birds were 
singing 
out of 

tune . . . 

Jessica Hughes 



















THE SHADOWS 

For years I had followed the shadows 
Shamelessly awing their grace, 

Straining each day for their laughter 
For a smile from a shadowy face. 

For the shadows were shadows of sunlight— 
Effortlessly living life w ? ell, 

Dancing through time without motion, 
Keeping a secret they would not tell. 

And I sacrificed all to be like them, 

Searching each face I came near; 

Hut I found no smile in the shadows 
Nor the laughter I wanted to hear. 

Then I cried my last tears for the shadows, 
Deserted my last childhood dream; 

I could no longer bend to their wishes— 

I have found their secret, it seems. 

Now I find myself in the shadows 
It is lonely to stand so alone; 

For it is I who must face all my future 
With each decision my own. 

But when I remember a moment 
Of beauty, of sadness, of grace 

I hear the soft lilting laughter 

I see a smile from a shadowy face. 

Yet looking back, it was a child in the shadows 
And the laughter of someone now gone 

But the face of the child is my own face; 

Ah—was the laughter also my own? 




Eloise Whitmire 


C. Meredythe Vallee 














I HATE SPRING! 


Spring!—that time of the year that poets have long praised and 
glorified. The blossoming of each tender bud is heralded as though it 
were the most magnificent miracle of all time and, as if that were not 
enough, a description of each dainty little flower inevitable ensues. 

Well, I'm tired of it all! 


What is spring that makes it so all-fired wonderful anyway? Sum¬ 
mer, winter, and fall have just as much to be proud of as spring. Sum¬ 
mer has its swimming and picnics and watermelon; winter has fires and 
snow and hot chocolate; fall has leaves of all colours (not just green) 
and the crisp autumn air, but they don’t thrust themselves on people 
as spring does. No, they have a little consideration, but not spring. 


Take, for instance, all those blooming buds and flowers—of course 
they're pretty to look at, but what about all that pollen they manage to 
spread around? I tell you it’s enough to drive a person insanel All that 
sniffling and sneezing and water running out of your eyes makes a per¬ 
son feel like going down into a late hibernation. Spring may be beau¬ 
tiful, but it's hard to see anything from behind a handkerchief. 


Then there’s another thing about spring that makes people start 
taking off their clothes and worrying about getting a “deep, dark, won¬ 
derful tan. - ’ 1 admit that 1 would, just once, like to be as brown as the 
proverbial nut, but, let’s face it, I don't even turn an unhealthy pink, 
much less ever make it to the brown condition. So while all the others 
are buttering and oiling themselves for the big burning as though they 
were offerings to the Sun God or maybe even Thanksgiving turkeys, 1 
console myself with the thought that 1 won’t get wrinkles as soon as 
they, and I'll probably never be plagued by skin cancer. 
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George McKinney 


Now, coming to the birds of spring that so many poets lovingly 
consider, 1 would like to interject, offer, or, in other words, mention 
some of my thoughts concerning these most blessed creatures (other of 
my thoughts cannot be mentioned because a Wesleyanne is a lady at 
all times—even in the spring.) These chirping sadists seem to enjoy 
nothing more than conversing in their shrill language in the early 
moments of a soon-to-be miserable spring day. I can reach no other 
conclusion but that these inconsiderate, irritating little warblers derive 
the most profound ecstacies from watching their tormented victims 
trying to regain the nerve-calming comforts of sleep. This, of course, 
is impossible unless one sleeps with a powerful bird gun by her side 
(there aren't many of these rare guns to be found in this country but 
1 have heard that in—but that’s another story.) These sweet, charming 
songsters have another bad habit. If their insistent chirping doesn’t 
arouse you from your slumber, they begin beating their little wings and 
bodies against the window screen until you wake up terrified that your 
little home is being illegally entered. (In my more morbid, cruelly 
sadistic, harrowed moments, 1 have often considered removing the screen 
from the window with the fan in it.) 


Spring has never been my favorite time of year. No poet, no mat¬ 
ter how otherwise attuned to his spirit I might be, will ever convince 
me that it is the season of seasons. Perhaps something sinister and 
non-American will be detected in my feelings toward spring, or, perhaps 
someone will accuse me of being Communist-inspired, or even worse, 
because of these feelings, but I don’t care—I just hate spring! 


(By the way, has anyone seen my handkerchief?) 


—C. Meredythe Vallee 
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MIST-TAKEN 


The child was an imp of Dancing Summer and her (of course) green eyes were wide and 
knowing with the innocence of tasted non-virtue. 

She had found her unicorn. White, hooves shod with gold, he carried the young girl to the 
Flower Dreamed Meadow. The unicorn laughed and made up verses and the child danced 
as was her nature. They ate honey cakes and she braided his mane with clover. 

But with occasional rains came warnings which the child could not hear through the flowers 
and the fantasy: 

stay small in the summer, 

keep your eyes wide open for lightning- 

swift and slow 

the golden days travel 

come to show 

how dreams can unravel 

for it’s easy to borrow 

an instant of sorrow 

when nothing is really the same 

but it’s so hard to borrow 

the eyes of tomorrow 

to tell you that time is a game 

One late afternoon the girl looked up to see a single crimson leaf wave good-bye to his green¬ 
er cousins as it fluttered silently, emphatically to the ground. She turned, thinking to smile, 
but her unicorn had vanished. The child cried, fading into the mist . . . 

in the summer— 

so nothing is token 

the numbers have spoken 

they’ve shown that the meaning is plain. 

the numbers have spoken 

the magic is broken 

and no one is left but the rain; 
no one is left but the rain. 

Lisa McKinney 
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SHE BEING SHE AGAIN 

i the lake 

and she the horizon 
not converging lines but 

at least 

parallel 

that wind has past 
She is She again 
the marshmallow bond is 
shattered 
(hear it break 

like yellow-paper glass) 
whether we had ever grown together 
is somehow beyond the point 
because 

we now grow apart 
diverging lines 

not even so much 
as a tree touching 


Lisa McKinney 


Natalie Ryan Johnson 
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SONGBOOK 73 


A Word of Explanation 

The songs I sing 
are but the echo 

Of all the melodies my heart has ever known; 
They are unraveled, and then re woven 
Into something I would call my own. 


The songs I sing 
are but the record 

Of all the tales I’ve ever lived or dreamed or read; 
They are unbound, and then recovered, 

And this is all that comes out in their stead. 


The songs I sing 
hear the imprint 

Of sun and rain, and how in each man’s life they fall: 
The distant noises of inner battles, 

And of the ones who overcome it all. 


The songs I sing 
are but the shadow 

Of days long past, and hopes of worlds to be; 
A constant questing of hidden places; 

The looking back that makes it history. 


The songs I sing 
Are but the mem’ry 

Of summer days and winter nights that I have known; 
They bear the music of gentle breezes, 

And hidden paths that I have walked alone. 


The songs I sing 
to me w f ere given 

For some strange purpose that I have yet to find. 

And they will comfort in distant places 

When 1 would think of all I leave behind. 

The songs I sing 
are spun from cobwebs, 

And silver moonlight from a day in early spring, 

And tender moments, 
and children’s laughter: 

This is the magic 
of the songs I sing. 


Virginia Slack 
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Phases from "Falling Through the Rye" 


one 

When stars seemed to appear too far for wondering 
And buildings were larger than they were 

They danced in colored leaves and every morning had a new smell 
There were clouds with faces 
And nothing became old 

except bubblegum. 


two 

A time came when heartbeats speeded 
’til they became breathless 

Laughing and crying all-at-once. 

Winters were cold then, 

Springs w T ere not windy enough. 

three 

So now in the land of fruitfulness 
Where days are minutes 
And nights are seconds 

Where the lusciousness of burning and bulbousness 

Slide down their throats like a raw oyster 

Then gagging in their “Shame, shame, you have no name. 

jour 

Appearing before them 

The Angel of Innocence, of enlightening freshness .... 

Child. 

(As they fell. 

It is said that they could see themselves as in a mirrored shadow.) 

Beverly Jamieson 
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